HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA
As the low coast of Portugal recedes and the sea takes on
the deeper colours of mid-ocean, something seems to happen
to the whole perspective of affairs at home, The Continent
drops back into the haze behind the liner's wake; the hourly
pressure of the news is filtered through the wireless until it
dwindles to a tiny drip of three or four items; and the old
intimacy with the swiftly changing scene in half a dozen
capitals is soon replaced by a more balanced survey. For
as the distance lengthens, Europe has ceased to be a slightly
breathless succession of anecdotes of doubtful authenticity
and, instead of the familiar welter, presents a field where
ordered processes can almost be discerned and judgments
hazarded, This tendency increases, as the meagre stars of a
new hemisphere climb above the rim of the night sky; and
before the green and yellow of the first Brazilian flag slides
by, the traveller feels that, however slight his knowledge of
Brazil may be, he knows a good deal more of Europe than he
did on that afternoon a fortnight earlier when he turned Ms
back on it, For the judicious traveller occasionally looks
over his shoulder: that is half the value of long-distance
travel.
The historian, remote in time, will be expected to pro-
nounce a final and impartial judgment upon contemporary
events (with the additional advantage that we shall not be
there to contradict him), But the contemporary will some-
times find that, if he is remote in place, he can acquire a
touch of the historian's detachment. Survey a country,
with whose life and politics you are embarrassingly familiar,
from a distance of several thousand miles; and you will
find the murmur of your prejudices fainter, the crowds of in-
essentials less distracting than if the task had been attempted
in your own arm-chair at home. That is the value of a
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